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‘What Is the Gain?
What is tho gnin?
It une should rin & noble ree,
And st the last, with weary pace,
Win to the goal, and find his vonrs
A harvest-fiold of waste and tonms
Of twrmoil and of buried trust, :
Rioh with dead hopes and Littor st
And strifo und sneer nnd eeasoless pain,
Whnt ia the gain?

What s the gain?
When, having renched & sunlit height,
Throtigh barren sweops of gloomful night,
Hoping to see beyond the orost
Fair Inuds of bostity and of rest,
Thete lies before, strotohod far awsy
Unito the confines of the day
A desolate wnd shadeless plain,

What is the gain?

What ia the gain?
To sail for months of cold and toil
Across wide seas, where winds recoll,
Only to gather strength and roar
A londer challonge than bofore,
And tnd, whoy theongh fogs thiok and dun
The roeky ovnst ar lust is won,
No haven from the stormi-vexed main, 3
What is tho guin?

Whint is the gain?
‘The race iy woun, we sep the lght,
We conguer where the stommewinds fight;
We sliow the way to those who wait
With Inint heatrts by the walls of late;
Our banners futtor in the van
Of hattlis fonglit for thonght and man,
Aund fguotsnce nud darkuoss wane,

Fhis s the guing

A WIDOW'S PROPOSALS;

Or, Testing a lLover Worth Having.

CHAYTER 1.

“ My dear Mrs, Hariley, what can 1
By more to conviuce you of the truth?"

“ Nuthing, Mr. Roberts. Iam nota
girl now, but u woman of thirty,"

“ Burely not, You dou't look Lwenty
tive,"

Murs. Hartley's eyes opened a littl
more widely, and she gave Frani
Roberts so searching a look that he saw
that he bad made a mistake, and hast-
enad to try sud recover lost ground.

“Yon doubt me again,” he whispered
“1 tell you thut in my eyes you lliu nol
seem (o be twenty-five, Mra. Hurtley
—Julin—why are you so bhard upon th
man who loves you with all his heart "

“ Bucanse I nw a widow, Mr. Roberis
and trvuble lins made me bard anc
wordly."
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Yam, Tos “saidd the other
“0Obh, what sn m wretch I o
Hore um L Lryicy to iuwivance my culs
I came to the picuic on purpose; 1 have
implered you to bisten to me, and hen
I win constuutiy enying things you don"
like, nnd woking myrelf stand lower in
your fuvor than | did 4 month ago."

“ Nonsense, Mr, Roberts,” said  the
lady, smiling, and her fuce wore a vers
winuing « xpression nsshe spoke. ** Why
eanuot we remuin froudes ns we have
been Liefore?  Why," she added, laugh-
ing, “rhonld I murry again?”

“Why ¢ he whispered, passionately,
ard certmnly Frunk Roberts just then
looked very wauly nnd handsume as he
pleaded his cause with the fair widow,
“Why " Le whispered, bending toward
her ; **as o duty as a woman—to make
the man bappy who loves you with all
Lis heart aud soul, Ob, Julia, be mer-
ciful to me when I pleand to you like
this, when— Oh, Heaven! this is too
bad. You are lunghing.”

“Guilty, Mr. Roberts,” said the
widow; * but how counld I help it when
I find you talking to me like a hero in
a story. 1 can only think it droll, and
of conrse I langh.”

* 11 1 did uot know you to be all that
is tender und lovable and good," Le
eried, ** I should think your heart was
of stove,”

“Nuw you are trying the compli-
mentary tact, Mr. Hoberts, aud you
know what I said about my age, Please
Ao remember that I am not a young
girl"

¢ 1 remember uothing but that I love
vou passionately,” he eried, “and thab
I would do unything, even to plunging
into yom river, if 1t would make you
happy.”

“ And pray how could your doing such
a silly thing as jumnping into the water
and getting muddy and wet make me
happy ¥ she asked, merrily.

“ Yon would be happier if T were
deud,” he cried, tragically,

“Good gracious, no!" she eried.
“Phere's pleuty of room in this world
{or both. But now look here, Mr, ltob-
erts, you say you have fallen deeply 1
love wi‘h me.”

i1 adore yon," lie eried, rapturcusly.

o Heavens, what a goddess | must be,”
she said, merrily. * Well, then, you
worship me, and I understand from
your discourse, Mr. Roberts, that you
would do srything to make me happy.”

s Indesd—on my soul I would."”

“There is no oceasion to 8wear it, Mr,
Roberts,” said the widow. *‘ Froof will
do."”

““ How can I prove it ?
eried,

“ By talking no more nonsense to me
for the rest of the day."

“ Mrs. Hurtley ! Julin!"

“Aud by taking me at once back to
the slope there, where they arve spread-
ing the cloths, and giving me some din-

"

“ T will," he cried.

“PFor I feel half starved—goddess
though I be,” she said, mockingly,

*But one moment more," he said.

“No, no, nor ball a moment,” she
said, firmly. *' We shall bave the good-
natired people of the party making all
kinds of unpleasant remarks about my
frivolous behavior as it i "

“ Why should we care for the ill-nu-
turad remarks of the malevolent?' he
exclaimed.

“J1 don't know whether
care,” shie said,
great desl, and

By UL A=,
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Tell me,” he

you need
uietly, * but I care—a
ildo not disown it. Il

natured, seandalons remarks make me
| fool uncomfortable. Now, Mr. Roberts,
will you give me your arm, or shall I
| wilk back alone 7"
“ My srm—my hand—my heart!" he
exclaimed, passivnately. “Oh, Julia!"

“*Gracions, man,” she crigd, flushing
| with impatience, **didn't 1 tell you that

I was lorribly hungry ? Goddesses

want feeding like other people, and we
| had just made a bargain that you were
| not to talk any more stafl. There goes
i Miss Rollton, young, sanguine and fas-
| cinating, waiting for a cavalier. Go
and talk to her. Bhe'll enjoy things
that only worry me, Why, what a silly
man yon are to want to marry an elderly
widow, imtead of some nice, bright
young girl."”

I'rank Rolberts, the handsomest man
in the large party, heaved a deep sigh,
and offering his arm led the lady back
to where beneath the nmbrageons trees
the substantial cold collation was rap-
idly being spread, and soon after Mrs.
Hartloy was soated npon an overcoat,
folded into a cushion, and dining with
excellent appetite off the various viands
of the feast,

CHAPTER 11

The scene of the above mentioned
conversation wasa pleasaut green path
in extensive grounds on the banks of the
river Thames at Cookham. The place
was dotted with well-dressed people;
forming atoms in the whole of the great
pienie being held on as lovely a June
day as ever added beauty to that charm-
ing portion of our national river.

It might have been supposed that
upon such a day happiness would have
ritled snpreme; butit was not so, forsev-
arnl members of the party were not in
the best of tempers.

For instance, Mrs. Hartley, beneath
her plensant smile, felt anything but
content, More than that, she was rather
bored, The protestations of Frank
loberts tronbled her. She liked him
will enongh, but she had her doubts of
lia stability, and a snspicion had planted
itéelf flymly in her mind to the effect
thiat hecared more for the handsome sum
of movey left nuconditionally to her by
ler late husband than he did for her
bandsome face and thoroughly honest
henrt.

Then, too, Mz, Frank Roberts, after
contriving his opportunity 1o make a
decluration, had been so dissatisfied by
tha result that he hind gone aside, after
plaving his inamorata in a good place,
to obtain w glass of lemonade, and swore
it the attendant for not putting in moie
SUgAY,

Donbtless there were other discon-
tented swains and ladies, but with them
we have nothing to do, but will turn at
mee to a couple who were strolling
slowly by the river's brink; an elderly
wan with bent shouldersand white hair,
aul one abont middle age, slightly griz-
dded, and with a massive head and
“honghtfal face, that would bave bLeen
vloin but for his magnificent gray eves

 Hah 1" gaid the elder, ina sour tone
of voice, “some men do make fools of
hemeelves; and how can yon be snch
in ddiot, Morris, s to let that showy
butterily of a fellow earry off n realls
goud little woman from under your nose
[ cun't thivk, I always fancied yom
loved her,”

“BSo I do, doctor, with all my heart.”

*Then, bang it, man, marry her.”

“ What, and make her unbappy,doe-
tor? No, I love her too well for that,”

“8Stufl’ and nonsense, man "

It 18 no stnff and nonsense, doetor.

sShe cares for Roberts, Look at them
yonder, Why shonld I interfere 2"
“Becanse it isn't right, and I don’t
like it. That fellow Roberts is a scoun-
drel, I'm sure; and all he wants is the
widow's money; and a8 soou ms he had
got that he wonld break ler heart,
Hang it, man, go and cut Lhim out, Go
and propose.”

a1 did, doetor,”

“Well 2

“8he bade me wait; ssked for time.
I esteemed her delicscy, and have
waited, 'There is the result.”
“Humph!" said the old doctor.
“Well, I'm sorry—denced sorry, Hart-
ley was o very old friend of mine, and in
Lis last illness he said to me: * Of
course, it's natural that my dear young
wife should some day want to marry
again. Watch over her, doctor, and ses
if you ean that she does not become the
prey of a sconndrel.” “Tie your money
up tight,’ I said to him. *No, doctor,’
he said, ‘I love her too well to insult
her like that, God bless her—I've
every confidence in her. She shall do
as she plenses, and 1 thank her for beas-
ing 8o long with the whims and caprices
of an old husband." Ha! it's a strange
world.”

Luke Morris nodded his head and
joined the party at dinner, where he
tried to cast off bhis gloom, and fate
throwing him near the pretty widow, he
was quiet and polite to her, almost to
the point of reserve; but throughall she
econld read s chivalrous respect to her
feelings, aud she knew that he had seen
her interview that morning with Rob-
erts,

Directly after dinner the doctor eame
up smiling and asked Mrs. Hartley if
she would tuke a stroll with him. Bhe
sgreed with alacrity, telling herself that
she wonld then be free of lovers; and
they went down to the river's side,
where, in the course of a long conversa-
tion, the dootor turned it into & series
of remarks concerning the early life of
the late Mr, Hartley,

‘“ Af good and true-hearted n man as

ever I knew,"” said the doctor,

““‘He was, indeed!” said the widow,
and she wiped away a very genuine tear,

1 esteemed bim us much as any man
I ever knew, for I think he tried bard to
atone for the past.”

“" Atone for the past, doctor 7 said
the widow, wonderingly.

“Yees! The way he got his monay,

on know."

“(Got his money, doctor?' eried the
widow, turning pale. “What do yon
mean

“ 'Well, my dear, it's hardly worth
raking up; but I always thought it o>
duty to tell you in case yon felt dis-
posed by a fewacts of charity to try and
make up for what there was wrong in

lt’ll
“ But, dootor,” she :aid, excitedly,

he gaid, taking another pinch, “No-
body knows 1t downr here; but Hartley
nsed to keep—"

He leaned forward and whispered
something in her ear,

“Oh, doctor I" she cried, turming pale
and then bursting into tears, “ What
have yondone ? I conld never be happy
again if 1 kept that money. Ob, how
dreadful I”

“ Hush, hush, my dear ohild; what
ars you talking abont? What nonsense,
It wasn't you fault,”

“ No, indeed 1" she said. ' But sooner
than keep money got in that manner
I'd go and perform the most menial
duties,"

“PBut yon don't mean to say yon
would give it np?” he said.

“Give itnp? Bvoery penny, doctor,"
she said, with her eyes flashing and
cheeks flaming, “1I conld not keep a
shilling. I conld not do it, and— Yes,
Mr. Roberts, Thanks, not now; T would
rither git hern for n while; or, no, I
will go for n walk with you, if yon will
have me,” and darting n sorrowinl, hali-
angry look at the doctor, she rose, took
Frank Roberts' arm and they strolled
RWAY.

“How lovely the country is,” said
Roberts, before they had gone far,

“Delightful I" she replied, dreamily.

“I could live here forever with a
sympathizing heart,” he said, with a
sigh.

“ That sonnds a long time, Mr. Rol-
orts,” she said, quickly.

*0Oh, no," he eried, “not with yon.
;P!l}e days would glide by like a dream of
Hiss."

“And what abont the vears, Mr, Rob-
erts, when I had grown old and plain ?
You forget that I am your senior, and
that I am not a girl of twenty."”

“1 forget nothing, and yet 1 know
nothing," he exclaimed, “only that yon
are the only woman I counld love, and
that T love you with all my heart.”

“Indeed?" she said, langhing,
“Why, what can there be in me—a
poor, penniess widow of thirty, to at
tract 80 handsome and young n man as
you "

“ Mocking ngain,”" he said, appealing-
ly, “ How yon love to torture me,
Julia."

“ Exouse me, Mr. Roberts; TamJunlia
only to my nearest and dearost
friends, What is more, I am not mock
ing. What I said was the simple sober
truth.”

“What ! that yon e e poor, penniless
widow?" he said, langhing.

*“Yes,” she spid, “Irom this day
forth a little annuity of eighty pounds o
year is all 1 have on whicﬁ to live.”

“Yon are joking with me, Mrs, Hart.
lay," he gaid, langhing; ** but why do
you bell meall this ? "What do you sup.
pose I care about whether you are rich
or poor? Mo me you will always Le
rich in every virtue, and now once more
listen to my prayer.”

**Yes, when 1 have nndeceived you,"
she eaid. * Mr. Roberts, it is my duty
to let you know my true circumstances.
[ feel assured that you have too gener-
ous # heart to have approached me
from mercenary motives.”

“Thank you, and blees you,” he ex
claimed. *“Itis you only that Ilove.”

¢ Under these circumstances, then, 1
linve conclnded, as I am poor and the
handsome income I hnve enjoyed goes
[rom me at onee, that it would be un
just to yon to accept your generous
offer to make me your wife, We will
remain friends. then, Mr. Roberts, but
that is all”

“Do I understand
exelaimed.

“ Perfectly,” she replied.

“1 shall try and bear it," he said, inn
resigned tone of voice; ' but never while
this hesrt beats shall T cease to love you
or to pray for your welfare, dearest Mrs,
Hartley."”

*Thank you, Mr. Roberts," she said,
quietly; and somehow, instead of their
steps taking them farther from the
company, they began to approach them
rapidly, joining a group of ladies, and
in a few minutes Mrs. Hartley was with-
out a cavalier,

you aright? he

CHAPTER 111,

*1 always doubted him,” slie ssid to
herself, “He did want me for my
money. Heavens, what a wretehed
worla it is for a mun to be protesting and
swenring as he did, and then to give up
80 easily as soon as he heard that I was
penniless, Well, thank Heaven, that is
one escape,”

She remained very thoughtful for a
time, for there was the other proposal
of marrigge she had received, the one to
which she had promised some day to
give an answer,

Suppose Luke Morris, the quiet,
thoughtful, mwanly student, should prove
to be as sordid se Frank Roberts.

As she mused upon this, hardly heed-

trembled at the glance within which she
obtained of her own feelings, 1t came
upon her by surprise that she really
loved this quiet, middle.aged man in
despite of his plain features and stern
WaYS,

“And suppose he did prove to be only
a money-wooer? O, it would be dread-
ful 1" she muttered, ns the tears started
to her eyes,

She had bardly dashed them wway
before she saw Morrisapproaching slowly
and thoughtfully, and in spite of the
suffering which she knew it wonld cause
her, she made up her mind on the instant
to open the bull by telling Mr, Morris
ol her altered ciroumstances.

“Ab, Mys. Hartley," hesaid, spproach-
ing her with his grave smile mui extend-
ing his hand, *“other people engross
you so much that it is only by chanes
one can get s word with yon. May 15"
He offered his arm, and trembling
and changing color she took it, and he
led her along the river side, both of
them being silent, for he was thinking
deeply, and she was beating sbout for
words to eommence what wounld be to
hér now a most painful subjeet,

Bhe felt that she was wing more
and more agitated, and as if sooner than
lose him, to whom she now realized that
ber heart clung, she would retract her
intention of giving up her late husband's
ill-gotten store.

Luke Morris relisved her of the difi-

“ pray explain yourself.
,','"‘l’hon, there, don't be in a flurry,”

oulty of speaking by commencing him-
sell. -
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““My dear Mra, Hartley,” he said “a
pienio party of plessure seems an ill-
chosen time for speaking to you, but
fhero are matters of snch nrgent import

onr fivos that wo Gre en pellnd o
soize any opportunity for saying what
perhaps may prove distusterul things.”

“ Yes—of conrso—exnotly,” she stam-
mered, ’

‘*There,” he said, turning upon her »
grave, kindly smile, I meant to spenk
Lo you in plain and simple words, and I
find mynoh, old as I am, us agitated as
some youth, T will try and be plain.”

“Yos," sho said, quickly; * p‘eaﬁo,"
nnd her Lreath came shorter in her
agitation,

“T1 have just learned some vory seri-
ong news,"

“Indeed? she said, hor voice shak-
ing in apite of berself,

“Yes. I lave lvarned from two
soureos that yonr Jate hiugbhand's fortune
leaves yon at ones, aud that yon will be
almost penniless,  Tn it troe?”

“Yos," she said, “quite; and you
have come to sy that T was not to think
anything more of what you asked me a
short time baok."”

He looked at her half surprised, hnlf
hurt, and then smiled sadly,

“ Muy I suk you one qnestion?” lo
said,

“*Yen," she replied, in & quick, sharp,
ngitated way.

‘It is a plnin one, but my happiness
depends npon your reply, and T ask yon
boldly, huve you promiscd your hand to
Mr. Roberts?"

"“No!" sho oried, with her oyen fAash-
ing scorn, " nor to any such mercoennry
creature,”

“Then there is hope for me, Julin,”
he said, in n low, deap voico. **A
month back I felt that it was presump-
tuous to ask you, and that my sent
ments might be misjudged. 1t is still
presumption on my part, but I eannot
he charged with l.nn‘id motives now,
and T am glad that the money I looked
upon as an obstacle is no longer there,
I cannot offer yon much more than a
comfortable home, bot T will try and
make that bome rich, Julis, with the
devotion of a Life.”

She panted and trembled and tried to
apeak, but lier emotion chioked her, and
$0 overcomée was she by the different
wiay in which matters had turned, that
in spite of bher strength of mind, she
broke into n passionate burst of hysteri-
cal weeping, and unresistingly sobbod
hersell calm upon his breast.

Luke Morris blessed the thick clumyps
of bashes that hid them from the rest of
the company, and he blessed the day—
Mrs Hartley's poverty—he blessed her
for letting him draw her unresistingly
closer and closer to his breast, where
she sobbingly told him that she should
only be a burden to him for life, and
finally she walked away with him,
radiant and happy, and with her cheels
and eyes telling tales,

They passed Frank Roberts soon affer
with one of the Grantby girls, & rathe
plain brunette, with a handsome posi
tion; and Roberts looked a little con.
soions, though he need not havo
troubled himself, for the blush on
Mrs, Hartley's cheek was called forth
now, not from meeting him, but on e
count of meeting the old doctor, who
looked curionsly from one tothe other,

“May I tell him, Julin?" whispered
Morris,

“Yen"

Y Doctor, Julin Hartley bLas prom-
iged to be my wife,” eaid Moriis,
quietly,

“ Has she # eried the old man, and
his searred, wrinkled face lit up with a
broad smile. “I'm glad of it, Julig,
my child, T'm glad of it, for you've
won a truoe, sterhing man fora husbaod;
and as for you, Morrig—oh, 'm ashamed
of yon—you mervenary dog.”

“Mercenary? I mercenary,” ex-
claimed Morris, * Well, come, that is
good. Why, you told me an hour ago
that Mrs, Hartley's fortune was gomne."

“To be sure I did."”

“ And it is quite _right,” said Muys.
Hartley., ‘At least it will be gone.”

* Not it, my dear,” said the old doc
tor, chuckling, * That was a dodge of
wine to try for yon which of your lov-
ers wae worth® baving. It was my
touchstone, and you see it showed you
at once that Roberts was base metal,
and Morris here true gold.”

“ But do you mean to say, doctor,”
eried the lady, * that what you said
about My, Hartley's property was un-
troe?”

“ Every word of i1, my dear.”

“Then you are a base, ernel, wicked
old man; if my poor dead husband,
whom you called your friend, could
know how you defamed him—"

ing the bahble going on all around, she | stead of u heartloss,

* He would slap me on the Lack as
he nsed to do, my dear, and eall me his
true friend for securing by s trick a
gennine honest man for his wife, in-
HIGFCENATY SCOTIL-
drel; and, God bless you both, I wish
yon joy."

Mrs, Hartley only exclaimed “QnL!"
and when the doctor pressed her hand
she evidently forgave him, for she
pressed his warmly in return, But
when IFFrank Roberts found out the
truth, he was furions, and called the
doctor a bad name, that perhaps it
would be as well not to mention here,
while he said it aguin for the benefit of
Luke Morris on the morning when he
led the pretty widow to church to
c¢hange her name,

Neavy Gambling,

*“ What is the biggest winnings you
ever knew of ?" I asked of an experi-
enced New Yorker,

“I have heard many fabulous stories,”
spid he, * but I will umuk only of what
I know, J saw Ben Wood, former pro-
prietor of the Daily News, one night at
a game of faro, & pame made up of
gamblers, win $125,000. He borrowed

2,600 from Judge MeCann to begin on,
and he went away with every pocket
stuffed with checks and bills.” The
cigar seller in the gambling rooms told
me that Wood that night smoked §70
worth of cigars,”

“That is impossible,”

“ A fuot, I assure you, He took cigars
costing about 81 each, and lighting one
ond began in Lis nervous way to eat the
other, and in sbont two minutes he
wonld take » fresh one,” —Correspondent
8t Louis Kepublican,

A Bolling Lake,

Professor Henry A. Ward, formerly
of the University of Rochester, N. Y.,
4 wiiting letters tonching his travels i
New Zealand, some of which detail
singular expericnces, In his last he
BAYS | I cume from Anckland by
stenmer south for 125 miles along the

oast const to the town of Tamangn, 1
hired a twenty-ton outter and started
to visit the soa voleano. W zailed all
night and al daybresk we had before us |
n great mountain of black scoria, 850
fect high, from the top of which, with |
much force, went white clonds of vapor
to n height of fully 2,000 feet. Reach-
ing the shore il was not easy traveling,
for in places the black pebbles of the
besch were o' sslir with water boiling
up through th i—water so hot that s
misstep might seald the foot sarionsly.
At this point the crater wall has been
broken down almost to the sea level and
wo conld look into the great hollow isl-
and, The erater is cirenlar, a frll mile
in dinmeter, and hemmed in by wally
many hundrod feet high and very pre-
cipitons. The crater floor was an un-
even plam of voleanie ash and wooria,
with wany little fomaroles or blow
holes, throngh which hot salphur va-
pors came wheeging ont, while every few
minutes there was beneath onr foot o |
ginnrt trembling and a low, dull rolling
roar.  The smoke of vapor hogan to
thicken wi we went along and we soon
fonnd the eanse. We were stopped
short by gront  luke of stowm-
ing water, quite filling thin end
of the emter, and being, sn we aonld
soo when the elouds lifted, nearly half |
n mile from sither side, Tho water wias
too hot to eomfortably bear the hand in
it, and was farther insnpportable to
aither touch or taste by o strong infu-
sion of alum aod sulphvrieacid which bit
painfully st any seratch or sore upon
onr skin., On the further border of the
Inke and half around its shore was a
row of the most violent solfataras I
have ever seen. They had built for
themeselves little pillar-like cones from
ten to thirty feet high and s yard or
two in diameter at itn base, and throngh
these open chimneysthey were trumpet.
ing steam and ronring sulphurio gase
with & viclence that was frightful to con-
template, and snch demoniseal sereech-
ing aud din as afllicted our ears, even ns
the long distunce where we stood, We |
dragged the rowboat along the vol- |
cuno’s floor and lannched it vwpon tha
boiling luke. The water of tlm lnke
was of & milky opague cast, bub we
could feel with onr omvs that it was iu |
most places not over ten feet decp, |
Lines upon the shora showed that it
daily rose and fell slightly withthe tide
of the sea outside, In many spots the
water was Dboiling furiously with wo
much froth and foam, while still its hent
was mnch below the boiling point of
212 Fahrenheit. These were dangerous
places, the sbundant air in the water
diminished materially its buoyaney, and
onr boat sank salarmingly low in cross-
ing them, We landed ncross the lake
at one of the solfataras nearest to the
beach and proceeded to demolish it
with our oars, It was a chimpey about
two feet in diameter, clay without, anl
within it was lined with crystals of sul
pinr of a beantiful straw-vellow,
splashed with vermilion spots, Poshing |
in the top of this chimney the frag-
ments would first fsll down ils throa!
and then come flying out into the air,
with explosions that were amusingly
like o prolonged stentorinn eough,

How Easy it Is 1o Die, .

“1f I had strength to hold a pen, |
wonld write how easy and delightful
is to die," were the last words of the
oelebrated surgeon, Willinm Hunter;
wnd Lonis XIV, is recorded as savine,
with Lis last breath, *“T thought dying
lind been more difficnle”

That the painlessness of death i
owing to some bepumbing influence
acting on the sensory nerves may be in
ferred from the fact that untoward ex-
ternal surroundings rarely tronble the
dying. |

Ou the day thut Lord Collingwood
breathed his last the Mediterranean
was tumultuous; those elements which
had been the scene of his past glories |
rose and fell in swelling undulations |
und seemed ns if rocking him to sleep,
Captain Thomas ventured to ask if be |
was disturbed by the tossing of the
ship. * No, Thomas,” Le answered, *'1 |
am now in u state that nothing ean dis- |
turb be more—I am dying, aud I am
sure it must be consolatory to you and
all that love me to see how comfortably ]
[ pm coming to my end.” I

In the Quarterly Revime there is re- |
l&tml an instance of a criminal who es- |
caped death from hanging by the break-
ing of the rope, Hewry IV, of France
sent his physician to examive him, who
reported that after n moment's suffer-
ing the man saw an appearance like fire,
across which appeared s most beautiful
asvenne of trees. When a pardon was
mentioned the prisoner coolly replied
that it was not worth asking for., LThose
who have been near death from drown-
ing, and afterward restored to conseious-
ness, nssert that the dying suffer but
little pain,

1%

{ on that lapd, making it worth enongh

| much of the wool with which to make

l' stren
| time would seem to warrant the general

Captein Marryatt states that his sen-

sations at one time when nearly drowned | ; ; t
were rather pleasant than otherwise. | #nd flavor with mace or cinnamon; line
#The first struggle for life once over, the | #0up plates with a ecrust, ill with the

water closing around me assumed the
appearance of waving green fields, It
is not a feeling of pain, but seems like
sinking down overpowered by sleep, in
the long, soft grass of the cool meadow,”

Now, this is precisely the condition
presented in, death from disease. In-
sensibility comes on, the mind loses
consciousness of external objects, and
death rapidly and placidly ensues from
asphyxia,

A Tied Wrist.

Boys are too often cured of bad judg-
ment by & melancholy example, or by
suffering for it themselves. The Meril-
lan (Wis.) Leader relates o sad and fatal
pocident that will suggest carefulness to
ull who read it,

George Ives, a boy twelve years old,

started to ride one of his father's horses
to water with the halter fastened around
his wrist, The horse ran away with
him, throwing him off, and dmguing
him on the ground and among the
stumps, erushing his head and one arm

almost to a jelly, He was alive when
picked up, but in a few minutes.
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Chloride of Lime.

La Oultivatewr, n French jonrnal, says
that if olloride of lime be spread on
the #oil or near plants, insects and ver-
min will not be found near them, and
ndds: By its means plants will easily
be protected from insect plagues by
simply brushing over their stems wit
u solution of it. It has often been no-
ticed that a patch of land which has
been treated in this way remains relig-
ioualy respected by grubs, while the
unprotected beds aronnd are literally
devastated. Fruit trees may be gnarded
from the attacks of grubs by nt-ta.uhinﬁ
to their trunks lpiecan of tow smeare
with a mixture of hog's lard, and anta
and grmbs already in possession will
rapidly vacate their position. Butter-
flies, again, will avcid all plants whose
leaves have been sprinkled over with
lime watef.

Geafting the Grape,

The past twenty years I have grafted
and propagated many thounsands of
grapevines in my greenhonse and in
the field; have tried almost every month
in the yeur, and I find April or May the
best time, or when the buds are just
bursting or pushing; then no sap will
tronhle or drown ont the graft, as is the

| cake when the grafting is done in the
full or carly supring, a8 heretofore recom- |

mended, Hach grafting will most sure-
ly prove a failure, I use no wax; elay |
in mueh better: but the seions must be
kopt bask. Graft below groand on
young, thrifty plants, No good grafter
wonld sver think of grafting old snags
or uld trees that onght to be ent down;
and ko with old vines that have been
neglected and not renewed, they are no
better than old snags, and it is time
lost to try to improve such self-exhatst-
ed and worn-out plants, Nor can graft-
ing be done by every one without
experience, No graflter is always sue-
ceasful in grafting the apple or pear,
much less in grafting the grape, as it iy
guite a different process, althongh guite
simple to one who knows how, — Canada
Furmer.

Liberal Use of Mauure,

J. Bridgeman, of the Elmira Farmers' |
club, illustrates the value of the liberal
application of biurnyard manure by the
following story: A story of my mrlyl
observation comes to my mind. = When |
I was eighteen years old my father was
going away from the farm for a few
duye, and he gave me & task to perform
in his absence. It was to draw ont ma.
nure to o lot assigned. I had a young
nsgociate, Perry Stowell, to help me,
bt ueither of us kuew how closely the
loads should bLe placed, o we drew
seventy-five loads with a yoke of three-
vear-old steers and one horse as our
team, and when we had Hnished it was
found that we had put all those big
loads on au sere and & half, That was
more than thirty years ago, but the
gronnd that was dressed so heavily lLias
in all that time never forgotten the ap-
plication, II I plow it for grain I geta
bigger erop than from any other like
area in the fleld, it brings more ¢orn,
wore gruss; in foet, it feels that manure
to this doy, althongh I eanuct suppeose
any of its substance is left. The fact
it made that scre sud a half so |
mueh batter than other laud alongside
that bigger crops were a matter of
conrse, and the very fact of raising big-
wer orops implies more refnse matier to
decay in the soil and so maintain fortility
in the first place imparted,in this case,by
the seventy-five loads of manure. There
is ulways a stifler sod, strouger growth

is

Mowing.
Into the flelds both young and old
With gay hearts wont;
The pleasnut ficlds, all groen and gold,
All {flowors and seont,
And first among them old man Murelk,
With his two grandsons, Harry and Jaok-
Two cager boyva whose oot kept time
n reatless fushion to this rhyme:
Sharpen the soythe and bend the back,
Hwing the arm for an even traok;
Through daisy blooms and nodding grass
Btriight and clean must the mower pass,

There are tasks that boys must learn, not fonnd
In any book—
Tnales on the harvest and haying ground,
By wood and brook,
When I was young but fow could bring
nto the Aeld & eloancr swing.
But you must take my place to-day,
Qut the grass and scatter the hay,
80 shiarpon the seythe and bawd the back,
Bwing the arm for an even track;
Through daisy blooms and nodding grass
Straight and clean munat the mower, pies,

Btraight and clean is the only way—
Yon'll find that out
In other things than cutting lay,
I make no doubt,
Ho be sure throtgh the nodding grass
Bteaight and clean with your soythe Lo pass;
It i far Botter than any play
To mow the grass and toss the Ly,
Bo sharpon the seythe and bond the baek

| Bwing the srin for an even track;

Through daisy blooms and nolding grass
Hiraight and clean muast the mower pass,

Harpers' Young Folks,

HUMOR OF THE DAY,

How is it that the dresses Indies want
to wear ont are mostly worn indoors ?—
Wit and Wiselmn,

The milkman evidently looks upoen
his battered quart measure of
economy.—Bostore Travseript,

A morping paper remarks fhoetionsly
that “*No man likes Letter to meat his
customers than the bnteher, Vice
versa, it may be remarked that there ara
lots of customers who don't like to meet
their butchers,— Louiseille Courier Jowr-
f'ii!.

A Chicago woman canght a burglar
prowling aronnd in her back yerd one
night aud threw him over a high fence,
This seems to confirm the theory that
American women are growing stout,—
Cincinnati Satwrday Night.

A Leadville man in ona week was at-
tacked and seratched by & eatamount,
hurt by an explosion, had a boulder roll
down on him and stave in two ribs, and
was kicked by & mule. And o losul
cditor remarked that he had * been
somewhat annoyed by ecircumsiauces
lately.”

“Bill! hey Bill! yer daddy wants
you!” * What does he want with me?"
roara Bill, waist deep in the river.
“Guess he wants to make ye a nice
cane,” howled Jack; ** he's trimmin' off
a hiekory stick about three foot long."
Bill, merely remarking that he is not
lume and does not neod a cane to swim
with, strikes out for a sand island about
a hundred yards from the Burlington
shore.—Hmokeye.

us L

The Newspaper in a Farmhouse,
People who live near the great thor-
ouglifares, where they have access to
two or three dailies and a half dozen
weeklies, do not {nlly appreciate the
value of n newspaper, They come, in-
deed, to look upon them as necessitics,
and they would as cheerfully do without
their morning meal as their morning

mote to pay for what st the time was
considaved wastelnl nse of the manure.

Amervicnn Shoep,

It is s reproach to the farmers of
America that we ave compelled to import

our necessary wearing appatel. We
want more and better sheep than we
have ever had before, and instesd of
this being a market for foreign wool
the current should be turned the other
way. I'he best we can do, however, it
will be a long time before we can spare
any of our wool in foreign markets, and,
indeed, we muy fecl prond when our
production is suflicient to fairly mee
the home demand, which it must Lie re-
membered is being very materially ang-
mented by emigration to ounr shores,
while npon the other hand there iy a
corresponding decrease in the demand
in the countries from which these emi-
grants come, owing to the same eause,
One obstacle to » more general shiesp-
raising has been the seemingly depressed
condition of the wool market for many
years, In view of the fact, low-
ever, that the losses of sheep durng
the last winter were greater than of any
other kind of stock, the gradually
gthening demand at the present

belief that flockmasters will not have to
accept mean compensation for their
labor,— Drovers' Jowrnal,

Iteclpos,
Bricenp Arrre Tanrs.—Rub stowed
tart apples through a sieve; sweeten

apple and lay bars of crust a quarter of
an inch wide over the top of the tart.
Bake till the orust is done.
Pram Povpiyo.—Here is a recipe for
a good and simple pudding: One pint
of flonr, hnlf a cup of sugar, thiee-
!quarturs of o enp of sweet milk, one
tablespoonful of butter, two tesspoon-
fuly of baking powder, Bake for twenty
{ minutes; eerve with any good pudding
BauCco,
[ Tomaro Bove,—To one quart of water
| add eight large tomatoes; cut them in
small pieces, boil for twenty minutes,
then put in half u wuspuuufu{ of soda;
let it boil a few minutes more, then add

you wonld ovsters; bread crumbs, sago,
barley or rice may be added,

cup rice, n_litsle warm water to cook i
partially; dry; line an

;|;pl.a or an

about a pint of sweet milk; season as

Rioe Frurr Puppinoe,—One large tea

earthen basin
with the rice; fill up with quartered
fruit you choose, Cover

th rice; tie a cloth over the top and
steam one hour; to be eaten with sweet

weil, Bat one mnast be far off in the
conntry, ramote from “the maddening
orowd,” to realize the Inll luxury of &
pewapapor, The farmor who receives
but one pull'-u'x' i week does not glance
over its columns hurrisdly, with an air
of impatience, as does your merchant or
lawyer. He beging with the beginning
aud reads to the closs, not permitting a
news item or an adverlisement Lo cscape
his eye, Then it has to be thumbed by
every member of the family, each one
looking for things in which he or she is
most interested. The growun-up dangh-
ter looks for (he marriage notices, and is
delighted if the editor has trested
them to a love story., 'The son who is
just about to engagze in farming, with
an enthusiasm that will carry him far in
advance of his fulber, reads ull the crop
reports and las & keen eye for Lints
about improved modes of ealture. The
vounger members of the family come in
for the amusing nnecdotes and soraps of
fun, * All look forward to the day that
shall brivg the paper withi {he liveliest
interest, and if iy rome nuluky chance
it fails to come it is u bitter dissppoint-
ment, One cun bardly esiimate the
wmount of information which a paper
that is not only read but studied can
carry into a family. They have, week
sy weak, spread before their mental
vision n pancrama of the lusy world,
its fluctuatious sud its conocrne, It is
the poor man's lilirary, cnd faynisber as
much mental food as he has time to
consnme and digest. No one who has
obgerved how much those who are far
away from the places where men most
congregate value their weekly puper
enn fail to join in invekiog a blessing
on the inventor of this means of intel-
lectual enjoyment,— Cedar Ropids Re-
publican.

How to Eat a Watermelon,
Instruction in eating watermselon is
given by theBaltimore Awmerican, which
should good authority, as it is pub-
lished in the melon region. "The hotel
lan of entting & watermelon like a to-
ip, and putting & lump of ice in if, is
condemned, becanss ice ghonld never
‘tauch the pulp; but & burial’of the nn-
cut melon in ice for two days is wise,
Then cut lengthwise and est between
meals, ““Peopla desl unjustly with this
fruit sometimes by eating a hearty dio-
ner first, and then topping off with a
melon, aud then if & moral carthquake
sets up in the interior they charge it to
the melon, The watermelou was in-
tended ps an episode—an interl 8
romance withont words—a noetm¥ ¢ in
and red—not to be mingled with
mnnd greens. Its indulgeneo leayes
& certsin epigustrial expunsion, but
this is ess and evanescent. The

sauce, Do not butter the dish,

remedy is to loosen the waistband sud
—take another slics,”




